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THE TALE OF A FELINE.
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| “No, I waa just debnting whether I'd
nsk Widder CGroene, She's neyver llead
ma, 1 think, but 'twould to mean ('
slight hor. 8ho'd never get over tnlk-
ing, too.

“If she's thnt way, 1t soems io/mo
it's Vest to hove n little chority, nnd
nsle her" replind John

Do, auntie, I'd llite to sea her! px-
elnimed Tresgn, her curifosily compnti-
blo with her.yoars,

At 8 o'cloclk Scth Crane mado  tha
rounds of the village and dellvered at
every door an Invitntlon to Mlss Hen-
sy's Christmns night,

‘And Tohin Rawson returned. to  hia
room nt Junctlon Houze, full of grent’
peneo and love townrd all mon.

“Snow, auntle, all_over, gyerywhoro,
eecl™ mold Tresss, o8 sha Jumped out
of Tl Christmas  mornlng,  nenrly
throwing over a lot of pnekigos somo
one lind placed by her bedslde,
| Tha village was soon aslir.,  Tressn
opennld her storo of packages, ond kisg-
ed her nunt for every one,

Abont 10 o'clnels Miss ITepay oponod
ilie old melodeon In the parlor and
snng a enrol for Christmas. “Allelulp!
Joy to the world!" she sang, and a1lfo-
time of happiness trembled in cvery
notio, She was almost afrald the nalgh-
bors  would guess her =sccrot a5 she
sang, but Tressn soon jolned In, nnd
lier. nunt felt moro ot cage.

IXltty Mooney had stepped in to lend
8 holping hand, and tho blg turkey
was soon In readiness for the slow pro-
cess of cooking,
been prepared doys ago, and the plekle-
ehelf was well stocked.

“It sh'l1 be o super Lhey'll never for-
gil! sald Miss Hepsy to Trossa. “I've
Jind-no one here for a year como this
enring, an' I want [t ine. Would you
use Lh' Bluo chiny, Tressa? she oskod,
05 she stood on a wooden kitchen chalr
pnd teok o cup between her fingors,

' Y0h, yes, auntie? Il's so beautiful,
nha one'll Lo so menn o8 to break a gln-
gle plieeo.”
' And Trossa's m‘imlmtion and persun-
fon, won  ler aunt,
wr candle-light the small, neat house
n\'nu In readiness, and the dinlng-room
n moss of evorgreens, Christmas bers
rles nnd mistletoe, In the squarg par-
Jor Kittia Mooncy had hung o large
plece of mistletos fro ma screw in tho
celling, “Jes' over yer head, Mls® Hep-
Fy,'' s=he sald, “where he'll be afther
kisgin' yer," and Mlss Hepsy blushed
gevernl times,
{ "Can wyou play a march, Tressa?"
nsked the prospective brido, hoplng her
_piuce, was sufliclently educnted.
§ “Oh, ves'm! I know several, The
‘prettiest s the Turkish maren! and
‘ahe played it as well as ghe could on
Lo old wellow keys,
f'ﬂ “That'll do, sald Miss Hepsy, de-
Henhiedly,  “It's beantitul” And she
Yelt entirely veady, Tho pearl-gray
"qress 1oy on the bed, and a blg bunch
'pf white roses that had Just come from

e

All tho Jellles haad!

John, These she would carry In her
linnds, "

“Woll, I never!™ exclalined the Wid-
ow (reetie, oz she sut in Miss Hepsy's
parlor with the real of the |puestd,
“gomethin’s up, sure's I'm alivel Did
you ever hear of n party, an® no hostoss
t! recelve you but that chlt of a cllly,
an' Kltty Mooney ™

'Not 'zactly," replled Jerushy Marlin,
butl Mis' Mepsy knows hor mind, ItU'a
gome surprige or nuthor! -

Lauelndy Grimea ond tho  Colllnsea
nodded In assent,

Trossa had sented herself at the me-
dolcon and wona playing.

“It sounds nretly nice, don't 1t7" nalk-
od Matildn Collins of the widow,

‘Sorter” said she, "but I like a plany
Letter.

Somo one wns coming from the noxt
roon, all resplendent In gray, with o
hig bunch of croam roses in one hond,
ifer halr was-nll puffed, ke tho plo-
tura In Mra. Colllns'a parlor, It was
Miss Hepsy, nnd sha falrly took Widow
Greone's. breath awony, And o mon
etood near—*“a tall, nlce-lookin' man,”
whispered Jerushy AMartin; and no ong
knew him. Befora tho {nscinated coms
pany could utter another word, Par-
snn Dlalr stood up nnd read the mar-
ringo sorvlca,  Miss IMepay’s volce rang
ont sweetly In “T do™ and some one
wis kisslng the bride,

“T never seced such a surpriset™ anid
Widow Groone, fanning herseclf wlth
the turleytatl fenther fan: for sho felt
as wnrm as on on June day; 'aid you,
s Collins? Tt beats me, I'1l declars
on 'tT

“Not sence Bess Frager runned 'way.!

Fvery one ithen went up and kisscd
the bLride, and Iltty Mooney abkked
{hem in Lo supper. And there waos the
Bue chinp—every plece of jt—as dointy
nnd fraglle as anything they'd ever
se, -

'Mmtcr 'frajd to tech 1t!" sald Lau-
cinda to the widaw,

“Why, aln't vou got 'nough sense to
hold " it bwixt your fngers?" and the
whilow bravely plicked up her cup. But
Taueindn could see the firm grip she
linil upon it

Daniol Scllors was proposing n tonst
in tho bride, and wished them joy, long
o and prosperity,

Every one roso'ln afrmation,

' Twas Jong age!! some one heard
AMly' Ilepsy say, "“John went 'crosz tho
zons, an' we was Lo 've married ns soon
ns he come bock. Years passcd an® I
didn't henr no news of him.  Then we
moved away, an' T enme here,  Molher
died, on' I sal evenlng after evening
alone, Seemed as If no joy would ever
ecome bacle to me, (1l o letter eame
from John.  He hnd trocked me oul In
koo way, an' como haeck to mae.”

41 reads ke one o' them atories
in your red hook, Jorushy," sald tha
widaw, whp felt at poaco now with her
nnighbhor

Then' everyhody chesred for Miss
TTepsy and her hushand,

The Tale of a Feline

By ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE.

T CAMIE to us in his early life,
during the first summer of
our suburban residence, He
wes not an ostentatious eat,
but a bedrabbled and Llenry-

pyed shred of gray that sat guarding
pur millke bottles one morning when I
,ﬂmeneul the back door. Indecd, I have

geldom seen o more forlorn spceimen .

than was pur stotely “Pussum” at this
he moment of our Introductlon,
{ I forgot him presently, and wus rath-
‘or surprised when somewhat later T
Beard the Tittle woman’ announce that
ghere was a kitten clinglng to the
lhl:rtlalzrl door and crylng to como Inf I
ent out to investigate, ond found him
g&][-wny up the sereen, Nol bolng
Rble to get through the wire, he had
Flimbed it.
;' 1 pushod open the screen, und beg-
ed hm to descend, This was lmpos-
Bi'h'll‘.—-—-he had not planned for retreat.
E[is tendency wad lo climb higher, I
as not eagorto touch lhilm, but there
Heomed no alternative, T delached him
from tho wire, T Id nol kick Wm, T
ﬁfvﬂu]ll seorn to klek oo oot especinlly
pueh o cal, I slmply lfled hlim with
fny foot, and planted him In our experi-
miont garden, Tio doeseribed an b and
flisappeared among thoe temato vines.
Flnging wide tha door, I rushed In, un-
pvilling to Investigate tho result of my
q;'.'lo]m\cﬂ. A sound from behind caused
me 1o starl and turn.  He wns half-
ay up the sercen, and golng higher,
gH I opened the portnl gently. “Come
!n Tittle strangor!' I sald, And {hus
lt ‘wns the prodignl heeame n part of
jur  houscheld,
J,J A8 the days possed, (he stranger
grow Btrong and beautiful Nol belng
pure Mnalteso, I named him  at (irst
\#fattinast | nt this ([t)e comehoty sceme

ed frivelous, nnd savored of ndvertis-
ing' wherea's “Pussum® eame lripn!ng]y
*from lhe tonguc, and expressod, more
affectionaiely the deop regoard and ad-
miration which he presently aowakened
in us nll. Whatlever may have been
his past, It wasd left behind with his
bleary eyes and his emaciated tail.
Both were fine and expressive within
the month, and dully he grew In groco
and noble self-respect, Nonge knew libm
but to love him, and the occasfonal
mouse, which I ecnught for him in n
trap, was o slight token aworded In
apprecintion of his sterling qualltics
and unfallng oppetite,

I have never scen & cat dlqpl-\:. mors
engorness for mice, For as mueh ng
hnlf n  day, eometimes, he would
witeh tho cmpty teap, doubtless reenll-
Ing joya already tasted and those sifll
to coma, Tor mo o begin setling it

was the slgnal of violent onthusiasm.

an the port of our falthful mouser, and
at moarning he Invarlally rushod fear-
lossly to tho spol, where tha trap wag
known*to do Its-most ofMiclent worl.
Therp ls even o rumor nmong our ''pre-
elous ones” thot “TPussuin’ oncen cap-
tured n mouse on ha own account, But
the testlmony In the easce 18 confusing
and eontradictory, 1 am foreed to ba-
Hove the reports of thls mouse's death
have beon “grossly exaggernted. How-
ever Lhis may be, the advent of “I"us-
sum'' hos beon muel to us all, and If
wo knew his birthday we would add Lo
1t to our annlversaries,

{Pysgum” I8 relinhle in other ways
Tven from the boginning he wos In-
olined to ba gober and dignified, and
ald not destroy-frall objoets In the wild
gambols of kttenhood,

Ha was old and refloctiva oven In
ha vauth, and thoe ways of other cats

ara not lils swwaya,  Mosl young cnts,
and many  old  ones, ars common
thleves, rondy to leap on tho dinners
tablo nnd grob something the moment
your boclke Is turned. "Posstim' 1a dla-
tinetly uncomtnon in these matlers, Ho
would scorn to make a fNylng oxhibl-
tlon of himsell 1ty Lhat, or to conceal
hla deslgng, Do oven muy be left In tho
dinlng-room alone wlth eafety, It s
only whon woe are all seatod, and fen=
ornl feasting ls in progress, ‘that with
the ald of o convenlent chalr ho will
cealmly cllmb up, ond lesurcly sclect
such portions of the food as Lo plosse
him. If restralned ot Lthose times, ho
regards us with reproach, and cons
tinuea his selection, If repulsed, ho
retrires with dignity, and returns
progently with renowed determlnatlon,
Aftor nll, ho is tho sanie kitten who
oneo climbed the sercen door and rel-
Ued to victory from the tomalo vinea.

But though a hers of perseverance,
“Pussum' g not distingulshed ans n
warrior, e has faith In dscretion, and
1a' willing to rely on hls specd rathor
than upon his skill and prowess in con-
fllct,  Not that he {8 a cownrd—nt
least, not cravenly so, When once foce(d
in the right direetion. I have scen him
defy succossfully o random dog, or
the ten pound tom “tiger” ncross the
way. Hla difficully seems to  bao
In geitlng {nte ihe altitude nand
direction aof war, Iarhaps his
obiect In running s ' to gat  far
enocugh nhead to enable him to iurn
oaround. IHe does flght, Llen, for he
somctimes bears the earmarks of bat-
tie, T suppose they cateh Wim now
ond then, On  the morning ofter

Thanksglying he had o lump on his-

Torehead, and still more recently ho
returned In a mixed conditlon of mud
and water and humillation ofter o
nlght's Wbsence, o lamented  dla-
maolly wh[_lo I hnd him In tha tub, prob-
ubly cxplnining how the ecyelone had
overtaken ‘him before hoo could make
harber, and giving ather valuable tos-
timony.

One night I heard a violent alteren-
tion just cutslde my window, and when
no longer able to restrain my curiosity,
I rose and looked Into the moonlight.
‘A half-grown tree stands by our slde-
wall., 1t wis Into putumn, and tho
leaves had disappeared.  They had
been replaced with somethlng Ilarger.
T dld not ot flrst reallze vhat tha hiadic
bunches wers that decorated the sgv-
eral 1imbs ond forks of tha little free,
Then one of the bunches moved; then
all of them howled. Then I obscrved
that It was a tree of cails. On the
topmost bough there swung ond bal-
mnced a felino form that evidently had
been driven to a last retrent, 4

Y descended to the kitchen, and re-
turned with coal, Leaning out, I flung
a hurlllng hondfuol, that resulted in o
suden ond wild explosion of cats,
leaving a slngle form still balancing
on 4he topmost hough., Something
phbout [ts outline cnused me to discon-
tinue the nnthrag.lto treatment. Then,
tha const being guite clear, there was
& cautious descent, a stealthy sllpping

“along the path below, and Into the

white moonlight beneath my window
there slepped with solemn tread our
own great, gray, reliable "Pussum.”

Somolhow we nover connected “Puos-
sum” with romance, for he wns =so
statoly and reserved In his trentment
of his neighbors. 1iven when we' saw
him considering with vague interest
the slendor black-pnd-white cat who
occupled the cellar of the vacant house
next door, we dld not regard the mat-
ter a8 more than o casunl nequain-
taneeslilp, Anyhow, being Interested
in bullding n new addition to our housa,
and In our gnrdening, we were too busy
to tnke more than o passing !nl.crn,st In
“Pussum's'’ affalrs.

On the whole, 1t seemed to- be o
rathor herd suommer for. ' Pussum,' Illa
tuvorite cornera wers disordercd; hia
fayvorite cushlons tumbled and upsct,
Less than (his has driyen more than
ong bachelor to domoesticlty, and pers-
haps, after all, we wero ta blame,

When Lho house waa seltled nt last,
he returned much ns usual, and pres-
antly fell Into dlsfavor, through a
peralstence in oceupylng & newly nnd
bluely. upholstered  chalr, which wao
wera Leying to keop handsomo m_1d fros
from halrs. Tiepeated eviction and dire

ihtepts were of no ~avall, "Pussum'

slept An’ the chalr whenever it sicod
upright, and protested whon it was
made uninhabltable with o book, or
when ita angle mode rest & mattor of
discomlort and poril,

Tt was this later unkindness on our
‘part that ‘resulled In dlsaster to the
phalr, and in deep dlsgrace on the
part of “Pugsum,’ I suppose T tipped
Ltho! ehair n lttle loo suddenty, ond
"Pugsum!  belng drenming  perhaps
thought ho was falling over n preocls
ples, At ol evenls, ho clawed and
clung desporately, with tha resull that
thero wero two long slits in the blue
fabrie that were as wounds in our
hearts,  When he was finally captured
and banlshed, I sald that this wos the
end. At sunrise ho should dlo. It was
glmply o question whether I wolld tis
our littlo foline brother to A tree and
use him [for inrget practice, or loke
him down cellar ond qulotly remova
his hend with my new saw, On Lhe
whole I preferred the raw, but the
“preclous ones” became violent al men=
tion of such o method. They were for
overlooking the whole affalr and de-
clurad that nothing should harm o hale
of thelr “daring enl! 8Ll I wos un=
forgiving, and that forenoon—which
was punny and Sunday—when 1 saw,
him bllnklng ot me from tho sleps,
while T filled the vases from the marls
gold patch, I was Indlfterent and caol
In. my maoner {oward him, Preacntly,
something waos rubbing ngalnst my 108,
and purring. I was surprlsod_ at this—
It wos not “Tussum's” way, Nelther
was It “pussum,” for when 1 looked
dnwn I enw It was the alender, and
nitherto wild, biack-and-white cat from
the vaeant cellar next door.

Myell,” I sald, "what doea this mean?
What do you want?"

The black-and-whitg ecat lnoked up
plendingly, ond continued Lo rub and
purr. 3

“No, go away! I grnw]od f'wa do
not want :,nu. Wea've got one cal loo
many now.'

The Hack-ond- wh!tu cat Iooked up,
“Phat's Just what T want to tallk nbout,”
alin purred, “Our poor ‘Pussum."

“Oh, our poor. ‘Pussum!' Um—well
neyer mind our poer ‘Pussum. He's.
in disgrace, He's torn my beautiful
new chalr with hls claws.!"

“Yes,"” agscnted the black-and-white
cat, thoughtfully, "1 know, Tut do you
always like to bs pushed out of your
fovorile sent? And don’'t you somo=
times have pccldents, Loo?"

OwWhat has that to do with it? Tuss=-
um' is a cat. We gave him a good
home—ha should apprecinte it, He was
a stray cat, and we took him ip”

“I—I am-ao slary, too murmurcd
the black-and-white cat.

“Trall, what of {t? What has that
to do with ‘Pussum'f"

] know how much he must appro=
clate his nlee home” the block-and-
whito cat purred goftly. “I know he
does, too, for he hn.s told me about It
and of how good you are to hl_m I
hope you will forglve him.'"

“40h, well, I sald, "I 8SUDpOSD WO
must. Go awny now, and don't bother
me.'" =

The  black-and-white ecot neatled”
closer, “One thing more,” she said.
“Do you know ‘that I—I'm Tussum's
comfort, his companion in grief and
gorrow, and that I have no friends or
home?'' )

What was tho use? After that the
black-and-white cat took up resldence:
{n “Pussum's” cellar, nnd ote out of
"Trussum's" pan.

‘Their famlly came along in tlmo to
brighten the dull winter days, Thero
were three of them, and the resems-
blance was qulte strong on both sldes
I have never seen a  prouder mother
than the blpck-and-white ent. As for
“Pussum,”"  his Intercst was one of
eurjoslty rather than of paternal soll-
citude. ie romoved his quarters to a
dlelant p'nrt of Lhe cellar, perhaps so
ithat he might enjoy a night's rest
When I brought him to the box of ex-
colsior, and dropped him down among
his rfamily, ho scemed disturbed, and
the lavish endearmernts of the black-
and-white ent, who put her face fo his
and purred and mwsgured and carossed
him, only causcd em to draw away,
with mingled umlmrmnsmunt and Indif-
forence, :

(Copyright by Joseph B. Bowles.) |
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No Right to Complain,

¥M3ee herol" crled Lhe irate man, "I proa.
posp Lo swg you, Lor:lc &t my headl You
professed  to cure—->="

YWalt & minute,” Interrupdsd ihe mokar
of Pakoloy's Balsum; “we adverilse morely
that we ourg partial baldncss cnid not-—""

“Well, T wes only partislly bald when I
;ﬂ.nrtnd using your stuff; mew I haven't &
1alr!

"Well, then you're cured ef wour partial

baldness, nren't. yew ?''——Catiolic Blandard
and 'L‘Imel, 5



